White Hawthorn

seemed ever since the coming of David Arnot
she scarcely dared whisper even to herself;
but her thoughts dwelt lingeringly on that
autumn evening, eight months ago, when he
had prayed that he might ever deserve her
" gracious good liking." Eight months ; and
no word or sign from him to solace her lone-
liness. The fear came over her lest in his
search for wisdom he had no thought for her.

Her thoughts were all for him. His calm
intellect, his innate nobility of soul, had been
a revelation to her; his presence had made for
her a paradise as far above the paradise of
theologians as his philosophy was beyond the
cramped dogmas of McClorg.

She sighed, and going to the window flung
it open, and looked out across the river to the
Roman camp.

The waters glittered in the sunshine, the sky
was blue with a superb translucent colour too
seldom seen in chilly northern climates. The
scent of hawthorn blossom floated in the air;
joyous carolling of birds proclaimed the
summer's advent. A soft breeze, ruffling the
surface of the waters, whispered in the beech
trees, then breathed a caress on Mariota's face,
while the sun cast its glory on the red-gold hair
which hung around her like a sumptuous
mantle.

Her humour changed from yearning to an
eager palpitating sense of coming triumph;
she remembered only that she was young and